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	Daughter of the Force

_The woman's eyes were stricken with watery tears of grief, as she stared to the bundle in her arms and then back at him. Her hands trembled, even busy with the bundle, and she staggered through the doorway to the small home. Her cloak was heavy with water from the torrential downpour outside which had escorted her in. _

_ She looked all of the exhaustion and ill that had floated in the rumors. She was thin and frail, her eyes sunken in her to skull – death painted her face like a veil, her skin ashen and pasty despite the rain. She coughed heavily, her chest gurgling, frail body falling into the doorway of the home. She panted for breath. _

_ He swiftly intercepted her before she collapsed, her transferring the bundle in her arms quickly before hitting the floor in a wet pile. The bundle, to his surprise, gurgled and cooed; shifting within the tight and warm wrappings – he moved aside the cloth to find the face of an infant, not much older than a few days, staring up at him with the bluest eyes he had ever seen. The infant gurgled again, all of the innocence of life bright within it. _

_ He looked back to the woman, who looked as if she was at death's door already. She rested against the doorway, staring at him; fighting for life with every breath. He knelt slowly, his heart hammering – a grief pulled at his soul like it never had before, and he looked back to the child and then to the woman. This woman, whom he had loved – this woman who had changed him and befuddled his mind, this woman whom he had fought for and hidden with – this woman he had compromised everything for. His body began to bristle with a flaming heat at her closeness, his skin moving with pinpricks of life. She reached out a limp hand and touched his bearded face, smiling softly in the dimly lit house. The rain screamed outside as it hit the rooftop, drenching the world in watery disarray. _

_ She blinked her eyes, which were bloodshot and devoid of any of life he had once so dearly treasured. He shifted the bundle in his arm, pulling the infant close to his body and then took her extended hand in his own and pressed a gentle kiss to it. He had been away almost a year from her – been away so long; devoid of her touch and longing for her words. He had never imagined she would grow so ill so swiftly – or that such fate would bring them together like this. He had never imagined a child in their future…_

_ Her sweet voice, as if reading his mind, invaded the silence. "Our daughter," her voice was a croak; hardly above a whisper, "our beautiful daughter, Qui-Gon. Take her to Coruscant, away from here – please," her voice was all of desperation and cracked, tears falling onto her already wet and pale cheeks. She interlaced their fingers and squeezed his hand lightly, panting hard. Her chest was swimming with fluid now, and he felt his resolve crack. "take her and raise her as a Jedi. She is…the force…" She gasped sharply, coughed, and closed her eyes, breathing hard. "…please…"_

_ A child? He knew nothing of a child – she had said nothing about this. He had been away so long that he had never imagined she could have been with child. Their last meeting had been brief and perhaps the most beautiful days of his life, to be certain – he had never loved a moment more than those with her in the forests beside the lake, where she had told him that she loved him passionately and could not breath life without him. He, since the moment he had laid his eyes on her, had loved her on a level he had never known possible – he had known she was created and formed for him and only him. And, in knowledge of this, he had taken her and made her his own on the beds of the forests so long ago and had surrendered himself to her. It had been an act of the force; forged and formulated so beautifully and so passionately. He had known then that the Jedi had been wrong about attachments – and that he had found a life greater than his own in her. _

_ Though it had been a most beautiful act, he had never imagined that it would result in a child. The very idea terrified him to his bones – he was not capable of rasising a child! He was a Jedi Knight – a man of servitude and light; a man of the Code. He had pledged his life to the Jedi and to the light and to the service of peace – he could not abandon such oaths to raise this child; _his _child. He could not abandon who he was for this – could he? He supposed the question was not if he could or not, but if he would. How else was there to do it?_

_ "Qui-Gon," she breathed, "it is her destiny to be a Jedi," her voice was quiet now, and her face stricken with the realization of death. His soul screamed and his body began to tremble – he could not lose her, no; life would not be worth living without the promise of her to come back to. He stifled tears and pushed down the lump that formed in his throat, shifting on his haunches to lower to his knees. His body began to ache. He had to stop this. _

_ "Hush, my love," he whispered to her, the infant wriggling within the cloth, against his body for warmth. He tried to ignore it but suddenly could not deny the connection he felt to the baby in the force – he could feel the force rushing through the child as if a pounding a wave of thundering storm. He looked to the bundle and then back to her, "be strong. I will help you –"_

_ She shook her head and took his hand in her own, and kissed it lightly. "You have helped me more than you ever could now," she smiled at him, "I have learned life and love from you, Qui-Gon Jinn; I have tasted heaven and lived to tell of it. I have been free and loved passionately – I have done what every woman is destined to do," her fingers creeped up the wrappings of the infant and pulled aside the opening to look into the child's face, "and I have done what no woman has dared – I have born the child of a Jedi," she chuckled now and smiled at him again, "I have birthed a daughter of the force." She fell back against the door way, strength quickly rushing from her body, her hands beginning to loose the tight grip of his own, "and I have done the impossible," her chest swam with breath, "I have loved a Jedi." _

_ Then, she closed her eyes lightly and drew her last breath, and slipped quietly away from him – almost as quietly as she'd come. He fell back on his knees and hit the floor, almost forgetting the bundle in his arms as his throat constricted and a part of him slipped into oblivion. _

_ However, the child cooed, and balanced the force within him. _


End file.
